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A Matter of Life or Death 


Author's Notes: 

Slash is a cat lover and I\'m a cat lover so here\'s a little story about them. This is my first go at a first 
person story so please go easy on me! This was inspired by an article | read on animal shelters that put down 
animals without really trying to find them a home. I\'m not quite sure how true it is but it made me think 


Obviously this place is a figment of my imagination and is not based on any real shelter. 


Dear God, 
Ím cold and lonely. Im only young and Ive been abandoned before | had a chance to live. | dont know where | am 
and | heard them say that | dont have long fo live. Please help. Cell #23 


HHHH 


8 am. B o-fuckin-clock. That's when | was dragged from my sleep. | was comfy and warm. And it's where | 
would have stayed if the fuckin’ phone hadn't rung. It was some woman babbling on about how she needed my 
help. A matter of life or death apparently. | managed to ask where she was and she gave me an address. Not a 
problem. I'd bailed enough no-hopers from that place. 


And now I'm here, not quite awake but here. Sitting in my car in front of some ugly concrete building. The 
place stinks of death. My skin crawls as | think of having to go inside. | know what happens in there but l'm 
powerless to stop it. 


Flicking my cigarette butt out of the window, | get out of the car and notice that there's only one other car in 
the parking lot. It's like the building; grey and nondescript. Probably belongs to the woman who called me. | walk 
across the lot and feel myself fill with fear and dread. Fear for the poor creatures that will die here. There's 
a tight knot in my stomach and | can feel the bile rising. Taking a deep breath, | push open the glass door and 


walk in. 


My footsteps echo on the tiled floor of the reception area. It's white and sterile, cold without the need for air 
con. There's no pictures on the walls and nowhere to sit. Just a tiny, bare desk in one corner. The smell of the 


dead and dying is hidden slightly by the smell of cleaning fluids. 
"Mr Hudson. I'm glad you could come." Startled, | turn and find the woman | spoke to behind me. 


I've met her a few times before and her appearance never changes. She looks haggard, the horrors she's seen 
reflected in her eyes. Her greying hair is pulled into a tight bun and she wears white lab clothes. No make-up. 
Probably not allowed here. | know very little about her except that she hates her job. She's the whistle-blower 
that's spoken about the abuse and cruelty that goes on in this god awful place. 


She gestures towards a big steel door. "Please. Follow me. We don't have much time." 


| follow her through the door and into a long room. Cages line each side, each holding a desperate creature. | 
may have been here before but it doesn't prepare me for the noise and smell. Howling and crying. Animals in 
distress. The old, the sick and the abandoned. They know that they don't have long left when they come in 
here. It's awful and | hate to admit it but | cry like a baby every time | leave here. | just don't have the space 
to take them all with me. | wish | did. 


"Here." The woman snaps me out of my thoughts. "Cell 23." 

| look down and there, huddled in the corner of the concrete and metal cage, is the cutest piece of fluff I've 
ever seen A tiny, tabby kitten Even above the din | can hear the tiny meow. Grinning like an idiot, | step into 
the cage and sit on the cold floor. My heart melts as | look into biggest pair of green eyes I've ever seen 


"Come on sweetie," | whisper as | hold my hands out. "I'm not going to hurt you." 


‘Its a she," the woman says. "She's about ten weeks old. You'll need to take her to the vet to have her shots 
and get her neutered." 


All| can do is nod as the kitten slowly walks over to me. She's unsure but that's okay. She's been locked up in 


a place where no one's loved or cared for her. She steps onto my hand and | scoop her up, holding her close to 


my chest. Almost instantly she starts purring and | watch as she squeezes her eyes closed. I'm almost sure 
she smiled at me in that way that cats do. Again my heart gives a little leap and | can feel myself falling in 
love. l'm soppy, | know. But you know what? | don't give a shit. 


"She's not a pedigree," | hear the woman say. 
"Not a problem," | reply. "We'll love her all the same." 


Stroking her tiny head, | stand up and look at the woman. It looks like there are tears in her eyes, like her kid 
is just about to start school. The kitten has snuggled under my chin and is purring like an engine. For such a 
tiny animal she doesn't half make a lot of noise. She's happy so l'm happy. The woman gives me a small smile 


and reaches out to tickle the kitten behind an ear. 


"They were going to kill her this morning. But you'll look after her won't you?" I'm sure the woman's about 


burst into tears. 
| nod. "You know | will. She's going to a good home." 


With the kitten safely stowed in a cat basket, | leave the building. My heart lifts as | walk towards the car, 
glad to be away from that place. Somewhere deep in the basket, | can hear the kitten chattering away to me. | 
smile as | listen to her. She's probably telling me all about her short life. | can't help them all but at least | 
could help this one. 


HHHH 


Dear tall, hairy man whose eyes Ive yet fo see, 
Tharks! 
Love, 


Mog (formerly Cell #23) 


~~~The End 


